CHAPTER XXI
SOME SIGHTS BY THE WAY

PILGRIMS

Peace on the uttermost borders.
Strength on a road untold.

LET us turn to a different vision.   The scene of a march of
Pilgrims into the Himalaya.

'Chdlo Bhayan! chalk? ('Hurry, brothers! hurry!3) and
the eager jostling crowd cast their eyes to the snows above
and jingled and tramped along the mountain paths. The
peasants and even the traders had left their shacks and their
booths and had come tramping up from the plains of India,
through the passes and over the snows of the outer Himalaya.
Old and young, men and matrons, lads and maidens, cow-
herds and farmers, fishers and spearmen, ascetic and/##&>,
parents and children, ct//z qui marche, un qui tette, un qui
vient, they streamed out of the Holy City. From Baramullah
they crowded, over the Pir through Shapiyon, down the
valley from Verinag, eager to ease the heartache by the cool
tarn and the sacred shrine amid the glaciers on Holy Hara-
muk. And as they pressed, these tens of thousands of Hindus,
the world of Islam in the villages watched and wondered,
cursing in their hearts the misbegotten idolaters. Far away
into the plains of the Happy Valley tailed the crowds that
surged from Punjab and from Hindustan, past the ruined
Pandav temples, past the almond orchards, past the mosques
of Allah, who shared worshippers with no partner gods, out
on to the karewa plateau by the dog-rose, the wild thyme, and
the iris blooming in the graveyards.
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